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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 





Wednesday.—Went to New Cross and saw nice lady, not riding a 
horse, but opening a show of Women’s Work at the “‘ Goldsmith 
Company’s Technical and Recreative Institution ”’ (oh, lor!) ; then 
went down to Harr w for Speech Day. Splendid day on all accounts, 
but had to hurry owing to the Oxford and Cambridge Sports at 
Queen’s Club. Hurried away from there, too; couldn’t bear to see 
Cambridge getting such a licking. Went and looked (and longed 
for) the jewels, miniatures, and engravings on sale at Christie’s. 
Dined with the Lord Mayor and a lot of naval officers. 


HARD TACK ? 


Aloft and alow, with a yeo-heave-ho ! 
And away on a following breeze, 

All dressed in their best, the first buff and the rest, 
Go scuttering over the seas ; 

With yeo-heave-ho, and a run below, 
And the officers sunk in clover, 

Before they get back on the homeward tack 
They’re sure to be half-seas over. 


Dined also with Lord Salisbury and the United Club; attended 
annual meeting of the Society of Arts and re-elected the Prince of 
Wales President; then to Annual Conversazione of the Royal 
Colonial Institute—a “ grate nite.’’ 


thursday.—Got Elliot in for Durham. Asked Sir E. Fry to act 
as conciliator in the South Wales coal dispute, started the Oxford 
and Cambridge cricket match, told Camara he must coal in 
Egyptian ports, arranged a big camp on Salisbury Plain, and dined 
with L.C.C. 


Friday.—Took the Princess Louise down to see Her Most 
Gracious and left her there. Looked in on the Oxford and 
Cambridge cricket match to see how they were getting on. Then 


had a look at Harry Furniss’s things, and afterwards in Horley and 
Turner’s place—some good sporting pictures. Down to Birming- 
ham also, and heard Mr. Chamberlain discourse on the proposed 
university for that city. 


TO KNOW THEIR BOOK, 


At Birmingham they entertain 
A scheme for education, 
And Mr. Joseph Chamberlain 
Has shown his approbation. 
He said the undertaking had 
His commendation hearty— 
A politician’s always glad 
To educate a party. 
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Just ran round and elected Abbey an R.A., then joined the 
‘‘Dominion Day ” diners at the Imperial Institute, dined also with 
the Poplar Hospital at the Holborn, and afterwards to the State 
concert at Buckingham Palace. 


Saturday.—Took H.R.H. down to Deptford and helped him lay 
foundaticn stone for Deptford fund building. Then to the annual 
review of the Fire Brigade with Lord and Lady Peggy Rosebery at 
Victoria Park. Also to the finish of the Oxford and Cambridge 
cricket match, and saw Cambridge get its fearful licking in spite of 
some individually good play. Consoled myself with the roses and 
violas at the Crystal Palace. 

Monday.—Gave the Scottish Home Industries Bazaar a good send- 
off at Stafford House, then down to Windsor for the ‘‘ Investiture.” 
Kept Independence Day by not calling on the American Minister. 
Went to Henley in course of day and hada look round. Dined 
with the Lord Mayor and the Boys’ Home, at the Metropole—also 
with Lord Onslow and a lot of New Zealanders at the Hotel Cecil. 
Afterwards took Madame Calvé down to Windsor to sing. 


Tuesday.—Having started H.R.H. fairly with his review of 4,000 
militiamen at Knavesmire (Yorkshire) and seen the Princess Louise 
safely through the job of launching the new battleship, Ocean, at 
Devonport, and Mrs. Vickers through a similar task with the 
cruiser Amphitrite at Barrow, got round to the University College 
in time to help Lord Reay distribute the prizes. Had a really jolly 
time at Henley (though not many people there yet), but had to get 
away to the Music Hall Sports at Herne Hill. Great fun there, 
and should think they made a substantial addition to the benevo- 
lent fund. Went over to Madrid to tell them about their defeat 
on Sunday, as they didn’t seem to have heard of it! Government 
seemed quite pleased about it, and immediately went to put on 
several layers of self-glorification on the strength of it. 


‘‘ DaTED MADRID.”’ 


Our ships all shattered on the main 
Have roared their valedictory, 
And so the mighty arms of Spain 
Haved scored another victory. 
America has licked us, so 
Were justified in quizzin’ ’er, 
Our Admiral with pride should glow, 
For—isn’t he a prisoner ? 
Finished up the week very nicely at the Royal Academy Soirée. 
THE SPorrer. 
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Bisley Conundrum, 
Wuat is the difference between a rifle that doesn’t go off, and a 
bad marksman ?—One misses fire, and the other fires amiss. 


_— 
———— 





Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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PASSING EVENTS. 





‘THE SLooP INN} 
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Bisley, ’98. 
JOHN Butt (to Spain) :— 

PRETTY well—though may be 

Your success is not great, 
Such a weapon, you see, 

Isn’t quite up to date. 
To your guns though you stand 

You will find when you cease 
That, though war may be grand, 

There’s more comfort in peace. 









































Valour’s much but not all 

In this sharp-shooting strife— 
For the weak to the wall 

Is the maxim of life. 
Might is right as a rule, 

Might that’s steady of aim— 
So I fancy that you'll 

Get the worst of the game. 


























Give up now, while you'may, 
‘Be content with your*score 
Though youtry, I should say, 
You won’t make any more. 
You have plenty of fire, 
But of skill you’re bereft — 
So you'd better retire 
While something is left. 


(Fo America) :— 
Well, my friend, though you've pluck, 
As the whole world must know, 
You’ll admit that it’s luck 
Makes you boss of this show. 
It is no use to boast ; 
Though, of course, 1’m aware, 
You’ve done well with that most 
Antiquated affair. 
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Oh, you’ve scored beyond doubt, 
3ut I’m sure you'll admit, 
You’re surprised when we shout :— 
‘* Ah, another good hit !”’ 
Things that no one expects 
Often happen, they say— 
So your splendid effects 
Maybe happened that way. 





Yes, of course you will win! 
From the first that was known. 
But your game's pretty thin, 
I am sure you must own. 
Though the luck you have had 
Must have given you joy, 
Well, the gods had made mad 
Whom they meant to destroy. 











(lo British Workman) : 





H’m! I fancy, my friend, 
You'll hit nothing with this— 
It was built to that end, 
And intended to miss. 
You may murder your mate 








As he watches you fire, 
But that—rumour states— THOSE PRIVATE THEATRICALS, 
Is your chiefest desire. Her Fiancé.—‘‘ Eh, I have something to say to you, Mabel. Who was that I saw 
a: kissing you on the balcony?” 
That machine is your price— Mabel.—‘“ Oh, that was only Romeo, dear. We were going through our piece for 
As the passer-by notes— to-morrow night, you know.” 


Just a simple device 
For securing your votes. 
This the tool they employ , : 
Your best interest to shirk— The Russian Blouses and Bodices. 
Though you snatched it with joy, 
You will find it won’t work. 


Ir is Russian and outré this new fashion, which 
The fair sex seem pleased an incursion to make into, 





While you worry and grieve, These blouses so bulgy and ’broidered and rich, 

You must surely confess, Which even slight, immature maidens have taken to. 
They but laugh in their sleeve 

At your funny distress. But, to put my point plainly in words that are blunt, 
When the shadow is snatched Tho’ for height and slim limbs girls look Patagonian, 


Very small are your gains 
For you’re quite over-matched, 
And a fool for your pains. 


Their figures so pouch out and pout out in front, 
One would swear they had busts distinctly Junonian. 
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OVERHEARD ON YARMOUTH SANDS. 


Two babies: the bottle one consoled. 
But with the other he condoled— 

Upon its face a whine. 
It may be his paternal heart 
Experienced an aching smart 

To see the infant crv; 
Or else, perchance, the draughtman’s art 
fnehanted him; the counterpart 

He much desired to buy. 
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So straightwav to the firm he sent 
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“Pourteen Days; A Romance of Margate.” 


CHAPTER 8.—“THE DETECTIVE CAMERA.” 


Mr. Perkins, evading his lawful spouse by a circuitous route, went 
home in a boiling rage, closely followed by Harry Smith. 
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WAITING FoR A FavounaBLe ReEpty. 


‘I think we shall be able to settle Mr. Alf’s business this jour- 
ney,”’ muttered the soi-disant lord, as he strode after the portly 
grocer. ‘“ Making love to the old chap’s missus. My word! 
Wouldn't I just like to get hold of the letter! I'd stick it up in the 
dining-room at Nimble Ninepence and Company. ‘ Mr. Perkins!” 
he continued, as he caught up the worthy purveyor. ‘ Perhaps it 
would be better if you let me have the letter now, so that 1 can 
send it to the solicitor.”’ 

“Then I'll write it at once, my lord.” 

“No! I mean the—er—love-letter.”’ 

‘I think I'll keep the letter for the present, my lord. You see I 
can get the matter settled by having the billy-doo delivered. It 
ses ‘and if dearest’ (dearest, ugh!) ‘your reply is favourable, 
meet me at twelve o'clock on the stone pier.’ My lord, you and 
me will be near the stone pier, at twelve o'clock, and see if Mrs. P. 
turns up. If she does, and he was not your friend, I’d take the law 
into my own hands, and bang ’is ‘ed against the roundayvoo.” 

“Don't you call him any friend of mine, Perkins, after the way 
he’s treated you and yours,” said Harry Smith, his eyes sparkling 
at the thought of the scene to follow; ‘you go and get the ‘ William 
did’ delivered, and I'll wait here. ‘Ow would it be to get into the 
camera obscura, and watch ‘is hactions from there ?” 

** Capital! my lord, capital, the werry thing. You're a genius. 
Pier 1 aay meets grease,’ etc. I'll be back in a jifiy. She ain’t 

ar off. 

The love-letter was once more sent on its wild career, but 
curiously enough it again went wrong, for Mrs. Perkins—the 
instant after being pointed out to the boy—rose from her seat and 
waddled down to the bathing machines for “ her wash,” and the 
letter was delivered to its proper recipient, Miss Betsy Perkins. 

Alas! for feminine curiosity. The envelope was somewhat 
meagrely fastened, and Betsy drew forth her letter. With an 
uttered re yf Oh! What a providential escape!” she 
was soon devourin ernon’s arde statio 
ae na oe g nt protestations, her face 

In the meantime Mr. Perkins and Harry Smith had met at the 
Albion, and, after sampling several forms of “‘ Dutch courage,”’ 
crossed over to the camera obscura. 








The place was very full, but the pair managed to squeeze them- 
selves in after various grunts on the part of the people already 
assembled, chiefly satires on the slimness of Mr. Perkins’ figure. 

Picture after picture was whirled before the conspirators’ 
expectant eyes, but still no resemblance of Algernon Fitzwilliams 
appeared on view, till at last Mr. Perkins, losing patience, exclaimed, 
“Ang your jetty extensions! Let’s see the stone pier; that’s what 
we've come to see.” 

‘Perhaps you have, but that comes last. There’s other gents 
here besides you,” said the irritating small boy who was showing 
the pictures. 

After some delay the stone pier was turned on to the table. Mr. 
Perkins and Harry Smith forced their way round to get a better 
view. 

“Yes! There he is,” shouted Harry Smith, pointing to the figure 
of his fellow assistant at the very edge of the table, ‘‘ and he’s talking 
to someone. Gov’nor, it’s er!” 

Algernon Fitzwilliams was evidently in earnest conversation with 
a female figure, but, alas! for Mr. Perkins, she had been caught 
only by the edge of the lense, and was distorted and misty. 

‘I don’t know,” said Mr. Perkins; ‘it’s broad enough for her. 
Wait till she turns her ’ed. There! No! ’Ere, I can’t stand this 
no longer. Hang me if he ain’t going to kiss ——” 

‘You pass out, gents, the same way as you comes in and pays 
outside.” 

“ Shut the door agen,”’ shouted Mr. Perkins, “or I’ll break every 
bone in your body!”’ 

“No violence, sir! You can have another go, if yer like, after 
we gets another lot in, and (sneeringly) after you’ve paid for this.” 

Mr. Perkins was rabid. He sprang past the tormenting urchin, 
and made a bee line for the stone pier, just in time to see Algernon 
Fitzwilliams bidding an affectionate adieu to his daughter Betsy. 

“The infernal scoundrel,’ almost screamed Mr. Perkins, as he 
grasped Harry’s arm, “ blest if he ain’t got the pair of ’em in tow.” 

Betsy fled at the approach of her parent, while Algernon advanced 
to meet him with outstretched hand. 

‘‘ You have just come in the nick of time, Mr. Perkins,” he said. 

“Robber!” hissed Mr. Perkins; ‘‘ robber of domestic happiness, 
I ’ave!”’ 

‘I don’t know that I’ve robbed you of anything yet, Mr. Perkins, 
but if you like to put it that way, I wish to take from you your 
greatest treasure.” 

‘You hear that, my lord; he hownsit. What can we do to the 
man who steals from another his props and support? But you can 
deceive us no longer, sir. We know all.” 
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SCRAMBLED INTO HER MACHINE. 


“Indeed, Mr. Perkins, deception is no longer necessary. I have 
explained the object of my little ruse, even if my friend has given 
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me away. And as to stealing, you could not surely expect to keep 
her always with you.” 

“What! Mrs. Perkins shall explain at once. Come with me.” 

** With all my heart. It is, of course, necessary I should see her.”’ 

** But J shall be there,sir. And beware how you trifle then.’ 

“But I assure you, sir, I am not trifling. I’m in downright 
earnest.” 

Mr. Perkins turned on the young lover, and glared, simply glared— 

‘‘Confound your imperence! ’’ he said. 

The trio strode along the beach in silence till they came upon 
Jemima and Harriet reclining in a castle of sand. 

“‘Where’s your faithless mother, girls?’ said Pa Perkins, 
savagely. 

‘‘ Why, she’s bathing, pa!’’ said Jemima, in wonder. ‘* What on 
earth’s the matter? Look! there she is, bobbing up and down in 
the water.” 

Mr. Perkins grasped the young men by their arms and dragged 
them to the water’s edge. 

‘‘Come out at once, and explain!’’ he shouted. Mrs. Perkins 
gave one look shoreward and scrambled into her machine. 

“‘T think yer pa’s gone mad!” said Mrs. Perkins to her daughters, 
as a short time afterwards she reappeared presentably dressed, her 
machine having been drawn up (Mrs. P. did not trust herself in the 
cart). ‘‘The undelicacy of sich a proceedin’ I never did. I'll just 
go across and give ’im a bit o’ my mind. Come on, gals!” pjgu2, 


(To be continued.) 








Waftings from the Wings. 


The Empire programme is as good asever. From the overture 
to ‘‘ Hercules’’ (who appropriately represents the ‘‘ whole strength 
of the company’’) there is not a dull turn. Eklos, Rosy, and Lucy, 
the latest arrivals at the theatre, met with a warm reception in 
their trapeze act, the more they warmed to their work, the 
more warm was the applause, in fact the only thing cool about the 
place was the auditorium. The Press ballet is still a thing of beauty, 
and might very well, one would imagine, beat the record of pheno- 
menal “runs,” and become a joy for ever. 


For the London Press is the power to-day 
That is certainly in the ascendant, 
From the staid severe to the blithely gay 
It is strong as it’s independent. 
It echoes no voices howe’er renowned, 
It is bound by no censorship tether, 
So it suits ‘‘ The Empire ’’ down to the ground, 
And long may they wave together. 


Reference must also be made to “ Belloni’s Marvellous Cockatoos,”’ 
which is unquestionably the prettiest entertainment of its kind ever 
presented. Performing animals, as a rule, are anathema to all but 
children of the smallest growth, but the birds in question will 
charm even the most sophisticated. Philosophers have frequently 
and audibly wondered where the world’s motive power is to come 
from when the coal is exhausted. The problem is solved at last— 
cockatoos will be employed, and the world will still go round, to the 
hum of machinery. 


If you’ve anything to do 
Which is troublesome to you, 
You had better ask Belloni 
For his patent cockatoo— 
The idea is somewhat new, 
But this kind of cockatoo, 
When the motive power’s lacking 
Will be sure to pull you through. 


On Wednesday evening I went to Earl’s Court. Dined, and then 
with cigar and coffee (two excellent companions) sat in the Western 
Gardens admiring the costumes of the ladies and enjoying the 
splendid music of the Grenadier Guards’ Band. Exhi ition is 
evidently still ‘‘ going strong.” Naval spectacle a great attraction ; 
very pretty effect in schoolboy language, stunning. The 
‘‘ Jinrickshas”’ were greatly patronised by the ladies. Found it 
excellent exercise dodging them as I rushed through Elysia. Didn't 
trust myself in one, but took a hansom home. 


Mr. Lawrence Irving’s new romantic play Richard Lovelace is 
being played at the Theatre Royal, Bath, this week. There will be 
a matinée performance on Thursday, 14th inst., at 2 p.m. 


‘‘ A Floating Palace” is by no means an exaggerated description 
of the ‘‘ Glenfarclas,’”’ the houseboat of which Messrs. Pattisons, of 
‘* Scotch ”’ renown, are the owners. The saloons, lounges, and bed- 
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rooms are large and ind a novel feature has be itroduced 











in the form of a passage down the centre of the boat, upon which 
all the rooms open; the smoking lounges at either side are luxurious 
as well as beautiful. Of course, the electric light is laid on every- 
where, and the culinary arrangements are so good that a “ week- 
end ”’ on board would satisfy the requirements of even a modern 
Lucullus. The houseboat is furnished and decorated in Moorish 
style, and in the spacious saloons, where the walls are hung with 
gold and white silks, there are many exquisite specimens of genuine 
Moorish workmanship, tables and quaint chairs thickly inlaid with 
ivory, mother of pearl, and facets of ebony, and on the walls 
barbaric-looking music trophies laid against pieces of embroidered 
chamois leather. The floors are covered with splendid Algerian 
rugs, and no touch of false colouring mars the harmony of the 
warm browns and yellows, which make Messrs. Pattisons’ houseboat 
the Queen of the Thames. 
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Bisley Queries. 


ARE they not Bisley engaged at the camp just now? 
spoke !} 

Does it pay you to run up a big score? 

Is not a great feature of the meeting the number of well-known 
faces present ? 

Does a series of “ magpies” lead to a ‘“ peck o' troubles,’’ and 
much chaff and chatter amongst rival competitors ? 

Is it not sweet to “ find”’ the bull’s-eye ?— [It certainly is palatable. 
—Ep., “ Fun.” 

Would reign interfere with the ‘* Queen's" and prevent it being 
** crowned with success "’ ? 

If you take a good aim does it make you feel a(i)m-iable, or aim 
and able, if you like ? 


(Surrey, I 














Martial Mark Tapleys. 
[Wiring from Playa del Este on Independence Day, General 


Shafter said: ‘ Officers and men, being without shelter tents, have 
been soaking in rain for five days, but all are happy.’’} 


WHO would be a moody, moiling, 
Clerk or journalist in town, 
Through the day demurely toiling, 
Fiddle-faced with fretful frown ? 
Swinking, sweating, while the broiling 
Suns his languid cheeks.embrown— 
Rabid rings of cuss-words coiling, 
When the flies attack his crown ; 
Raving, if (his topper spoiling) 
Ninety drops of rain come down. 
Who, all hopes of heart’s-ease foiling, 
Who would groan and grunt in town ? 
Better far a blithe existence ’mid Bellona’s rorty ranks— 
Reckless, devil-may-care existence, where the worst and wildest 
pranks 
Of the summer pests torment not; where each warrior laughs and 
sings, 
Heir to old Mark Tapley’s virtues, joying in unjoyful things ! 


Hark the happy, hearty joking 
Made by Shafter’s hosts urbane, 
While the vapid fun they’re poking 
At the * stoutest hearts of Spain ’’! 
Hades-worthy heat, them choking, 
Chokes not up their humorous vein : 
Strong-pronged insects, though provoking, 
Yet provoke no words profane. 
Seeming pleased with five days’ soaking 
In the fierce post-prandial rain— 
Mark the lack of sullen croaking 
Which the Yankee braves maintain ! 
Oh, the sweltering, swearing townsmen, reft of comfort, shorn of 
ease— 
Testy, troubled, tortured townsman—well may envy such as these: 
These to whom the deepest torment highest satisfaction brings, 
Heirs to old Mark Tapley’s virtues, joying in unjoyful things ! 
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No Smoke. 


Noa et praterea nihil, for many an hour bedight, 
Ultimately reaching Havana did dauntl: Ee. F. Kerenr. 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fon’s VASHERWOMAN. 


Tue Press Bazaar for the London 
Hospital was a great success, an’ “ it 
goes without sayin’ ”’ (by-the-bye, muney 
does that) that there was a great press of 
people. Mrs. Spender—the wife of the 
editor of the Westminster Gazette—origi- 
nated the bazaar, I believe, an’ the name 
—Spender—is as good as the deed, for 
bazaars is got up for people to spend, an’ 
there coudn’t be a better object than the 
one in questshun. 

I’m sick of ritin’ about the war, but I 
houd jist like to say that Uncle Sam 
has got a rather ‘ard nut (Barcelona ?) to 
crack in Spain. I never did much like 
the Spainards arter readin’ about the 
inquisitive inquisishun; but, at the same 
time, bravery appeals to the British 
‘eart, an’ no one can say that they 
wantin in courage 

Lord Salisbury, in a speech at St. 
James's Hall, said: ‘* We had to exercise 
our persuasive powers on the Chines 
Government. . « « « If it rested 
with me, I should persuade ‘em by 

angin’ on to there pig-tails. You getsa 
wonderful grip of a p irsun wen you get 
’old of the ‘air of the ’ead! 

At Shrew bury & man was fined for 


catterin’ tin-tacks on the highway to 
puncture bicycles. I don’t know that 
a tax n bicycles would be 
bad idea, but this sort of attacks 
on em ain't right. sy-the-bye 


wot a lot of fertalities there is with 
bicycles, and they gin’rally arise from 
sheer carclessness—ridin’ at a break-neck 
pace; there is too much wheel, an’ not 
enough ‘“‘ whoa.”’ I wunce tried to ride a 
tricycle, an’ I beleave I should ‘ave got 
on very well, only it threw me off. That 
was enough forme. ‘‘I couldn't stand 
that,’ as the penniless man said wen ‘is 
friend wanted ‘im to pay for a bottle of 
champane. 


The Route of the 
Millionaires. 


Har a share, half a share, 
Half a share adds 


thu ur npn rary 

Purses are padded 
No but by ‘ump at nd | ) mn 
Weaving with Fat: ‘tape ] 
Many a poor mar “i m 
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Toadies to right of them, 
Toadies to left of them, 
Toadies all round them, 
In their smiles basking ; 
Their’s all that money brings, 
Yea, fatted souls of things, 
Such as our Kipling sings— 
Theirs for the asking. 
illions t inp of them, 
Y] t ft of them, 
lions on millions ! ! 
l upon one fine day 
Somehow they blundered ; 
Plunged into , wild- cat schemes, 
Dreamed atrange pneumatic dreams, 
Cornered—themsel ves, it seems, 
Vhile all the world wondered ! 


Creditors harried them, 
Eager to seize from them, 
All that was left to them: 
Left of their millions! 
Sadly to court they go, 
Dancing to tunes we kn 
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Not Court ETMLIONS 
Back through the court they come, 
Looking extremely glum, 


‘far from dumb 
Shorn of their millions! 
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An Envious Under-Rider. 


The Prince of Wales has shaken 
hands with—and congratulated on his 
esca} the her ( “-. L ynd n to 
rpg 1m under - carriage - riding 
po 
THAN KS to a two-h urs’ jolt and jar 
A workman on the G. N.R. 

Is being worshipped, near and fa: 

For flin chless nerve he finely showed. 
Him pressmen praise in various styles, 
And panereing Beauty on him smil 
Bec LuSe, fo th, a hundred miles 

He ‘ne ath a railway carriage rode 


The Foremost Gent. in all the land, 
Considerate, courteous, kind and bland, 
Has gripped that workman's horny hand, 

And told with what delight he heard 
That, free from hurt, the hero bore 
His ordeal horror-charged, when more 
Than perilous furlongs forty score 

He ‘neath a railway carriage whirred ! 
But (oh, the shame! the burning shame!) 
Not praise, but blame, to me there came 
When I perf ed—if not the same 

A truly consanguineous feat. 


My dauntless nerve on me bestowed 

In ‘‘ durance vile’ a week's abode 

When three-and-thirty leagues I rode 
Beneath a railwa riage SEAT! 


JuLY 12, 1898. 





To Land-Grabbers. 
SEQUEL, vide “Fun” 21st JUNE 
Last 


Anp when the Teuton, Gaul, and Russ. 
Have grabbed every spot ; 

And each of them hath ‘“ bagged” his 

share 

Of the Anglo-Saxon’s ‘‘ lot” ; 

And the gate which he left open wide 
His ‘clearing ’’ free to all— 

They have closed fast with bolt and bar, 
And have built a Tariff wall: 

‘Tis ‘* infernal greed,” deny it who can, 

The Teutonic-Gallico-Tartar plan. 

{nd when they put up a notice board, 
‘“No admittance here! 

We'll trade with you whate’er you wish 
3ut the ‘boon’ shall cost you dear” 

Then all | the nations who with these 
In Justice’s name conspire, 

Will ‘‘ scratch their heads’’ and moan 

they’ ve made 

But a ‘“‘Leap from the Pan to the 


‘¢ infer 1.’ deny it who can, 
The Teutonic-Gallico-Tartar plan. 





The New Crusader, a Com- 
mercial Traveller. 


WHEN Richard of the Lion Heart 
Met Saladin the fearless, 

Those heroes seemed to all the world 
Unquestionably peerless. 

With courtesies they passed the time, 
Full knightly was their story, 

And seem to colour all the age 
Vith glamour of their glory. 


The times have changed now Abdul reigns 
And there are new invaders 

For Prussia’s Kaiser gaily comes 
With latter-day Crusaders 

No feats of arms will thrill the world, 
For each Imperial ‘‘ Brother 

Will straightway pull his samples out 
And bargain with the other. 


Sly. 


‘WHERE ignorance is bliss, ’tis folly 
to be wise.”’ 

So, doubtless, thinks the spider, as he 
weaves his web for flies! 





For Breakfast. 





Chocolat Menier 


Sold Retail Everywhere. 





Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 


| 














